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One 


Author's Notes: 
Bruce really is afraid of rabbits. And a special guest appearance by a fellow mascot had to be done. Enjoy. 


"What's that?" 
"| got a present." 
Steve didn't look near as impressed as Bruce thought he should. "Better be sure it's not ticking." 


"Unlike you, the control freak cunt that you are, there is absolutely not a single bloody reason for anyone to 


send me anything like that, Harris." 


"You keep believing that, Dickinson" Steve went back to reading his book, ignoring the crinkling and ripping 
sounds of the paper that covered the box being undone. A thought occurred to him and he looked at Bruce 
over the edge of the book. "If it does blow up and | get killed too, I'm going to hunt you down wherever 
perverted freaks like you end up and kill you." 


"As the freak who shares my perversions, you shouldn't have to look too fucking hard" That said, Bruce had 
finally freed the box from its wrappings and was now in the process of opening the lid For a moment, a very 
short one at that, he thought about what Steve had said and there was the tiniest hesitation, but curiosity 
won out over caution and he lifted the top, exposing a layer of tissue paper underneath. He set the lid aside 
and carefully eased a corner of it back, and when nothing exploded, jumped out, or grabbed him his brief pang 


of concern was forgotten and he twitched it aside. 


The way he shrieked and somersaulted off the bed made Steve drop his book, losing his page, but it was 
definitely worth it. 


"So what was it?" 
"Nothing. | told you it was nothing so its fucking nothing and can you just leave it at that?" 


Steve's heavy eyebrows raised but he didn't ask again. Whatever had been in the package had left Bruce quite 
pale and shaken, and after jamming the lid back on he had gingerly lifted the entire thing and carried it to the 
door, opening it and tossing the box into the hall for someone to dispose of. He had then not only slammed the 
door but engaged the security catch before coming back to the bed and quickly undressing, sliding under the 
blankets and turning his back to Steve, refusing to answer any questions no matter how much poking and 
prodding Steve did. Even this morning, sitting in the hotel restaurant having breakfast, he was stubbornly 
refusing to give out any information. For Bruce to remain tight lipped about anything was rare, and for him to 


still be rattled by whatever it had been was in itself somewhat of a concern for Steve. 


When the rest of the lads piled into their chairs the ensuing chaos was enough of a distraction to keep Steve 


from mentioning it again, and Bruce was glad. 


Two days later, he walked into the dressing room and found another package sitting on his trunk. This time he 
didn't want to open it but the rest, including Steve, were watching him and he couldn't really ignore it. He 
carefully picked it up and set it aside, waving off their curiosity by claiming that he was running late and 
needed to get ready to go on, but he felt the stare of those dark eyes and knew Steve was not fooled at all 


He was jut getting ready to put his shoes on when Steve came over and crouched in front of him. "Do you 
want me to see what it is?" he asked quietly. 


"No, | do not. tm perfectly capable of opening a fucking package without help." He knew he was snapping for no 
reason but he didn't care. 


"| was just trying to help, Bruce. If it's the same as the other ore...” 


"Oh for fuck's sakel" Bruce snatched the package off the floor and set it in his lap. "Since you seem to be far 


more interested in what it contains than | am, I'll open it to satisfy youl” 
"Bruce, you don't have to..." 


He ignored him and tore the wrapping off, flinging the lid aside so violently that it ended up near Janick's feet. 
A quick push of the tissue paper aside and there it was, and he felt his throat tighten and fought to appear to 


be calm. 


"What the fuck?" Steve reached into the box and picked it up, Bruce struggling to keep from screaming at him 
not to touch it, to leave it there and to get it as far away as he could. Steve turned it until he could see the 
shiny black eyes and laughed, shaking it so that the ears flopped. "Why the fuck would someone send you a 
bloody rabbit?" 


"| don't know," Bruce said through his teeth, fighting to control his breathing as Steve carelessly moved the 
thing in front of him. 


"Looks like something Maisie...” 
"Give it to her. Just put it in your bag." 
‘Someone sent it to you. Is there a card or something in there?" 


What Steve did next seemed so innocent and so meaningless that Bruce's reaction stunned them all. All he did 
was set the stuffed rabbit, a cuddly sort that was white with black ears, on Bruce's lap in order to look 
deeper in the box, and when Bruce shot to his feet with a shriek and charged over him to get out of the 


room they were all dumbfounded, none more than Steve, at the rapid departure of their singer. 


On the floor beside him, the rabbit lay silently, giving them no answers at all. 


He avoided them all as if they had the plague. Even Steve was kept at a distance, and after three days he was 
more than a little put out with it all. He had tried to corner Bruce before they went on but Bruce had neatly 
slipped out of the dressing room and disappeared, only coming back in time for them to take the stage and 


once out there Steve knew he had no chance to get any answers. 


They were in the middle of Fear when it happened. Bruce was at the front of the stage, playing with the 
crowd, getting them to sing along when it came sailing out of the masses and struck him the face. It seemed 
rather appropriate for it to be that particular song, especially when his reaction was so spectacular. He saw it 
coming and froze, and when the tiny cotton-filled paws hit his cheek he screamed, a classic scream, one 


worthy of the nickname he carried, and as it bounced to the floor he back-peddled violently, crashing into 


Steve and taking them both to the ground. 


The music stopped amidst the squeals of Bruce's microphone and the feedback from Steve's bass, Dave quickly 
scooping the stuffed rabbit up and throwing it to the side of the stage, Janick and Adrian coming over to help 
the two men to their feet. Nicko came out from behind his drums, and once they were sure they were both 
alright they faced the anxious crowd. Bruce, needing a minute to collect himself, left the stage, but Steve was 
furious, not so much for what had been thrown but for the obvious reason that it could have been much 


worse, and he stalked to the edge of the platform, screaming for the culprit to admit to what they had done. 


No one did, and after Bruce had a bit of time to calm down, he came back out and they finished the show, but 
he didn't wander too close to the crowd and Steve's face never lost its black scowl. As soon as their encores 
were done he darted away from the rest, ignoring Steve's repeated shouts of his name. Straight to the hotel 
and once there he locked himself in his room, refusing to answer when Steve pounded on the door, knowing 
that he was going to have to tell him exactly what the whole thing meant and dreading the reaction it would 
bring. 


Eventually Steve gave up and exhausted, Bruce finally fell asleep, and his nightmares offered him little piece as 


one after another they came. 


Baby bunnies. Big bunnies. White, brown, black, spotted, prick eared, lop eared, ones small enough to fit in his 
hand to ones that were so big they could reach nearly to his waist when they rose on their back paws. 
Twitching noses and whiskers, eyes nearly black and some tinged with red, silently hopping on soft paws with 
the faintest hint of claws, tails like fluffs of cotton coming behind. He tossed and turned in the bed, pushing 
them away with frantic movements of his arms but still they came, and he couldn't keep them all at bay and 
when one particularly large one hopped onto his legs he came awake with a shout, sitting up in the darkness 


and batting at the place it had been 


He heard a noise in the corner and he whimpered, his head turning, pulled by invisible strings even though he 
didn't want it to, his eyes searching the gloom. He knew what would be there and he didn't want to see but he 
couldn't stop himself and when he could see it was there and he couldn't breathe, he couldn't scream, and it 
started toward him, towering over the bed, eyes red and long teeth exposed under the twitching nose as it 


smelled him, smelled his fear and he knew he was going to die. 


It started deep within him and rose, growing in strength and volume, a thin keen that rose to a wail, and as it 


finally burst forth into a scream it vanished. 


Steve was yanked from sleep by the frenzied pounding on his door. Throwing back the sheets he lurched to his 
feet and stumbled to it, fumbling with the lock and finally managing to get it open As soon as the latch was 
released it slammed inwards, knocking him back, and Bruce fell inside, Steve barely quick enough to let go of the 


door and catch him as he scrabbled forward, trying to stay on his feet. 


He didn't ask, instead he half-carried him to the bed and eased him down before going back and closing the 
door, stopping in the ensuite to get a cloth dampened in cold water before coming to sit beside him. He placed 
the folded cloth on the back of Bruce's neck and then turned on the light, waiting quietly for him to compose 
himself, the terror only too clear to a man who had lived with nightmares all of his life. Gradually, the 
trembling slowed and he seemed to be breathing a bit easier, and when Steve placed a hand on his back he 


shuddered but didn't pull away. 

"What the fuck, Bruce?" 

"Rabbits," he croaked, "and if you laugh at me so help me | will kill you. l'm terrified of rabbits’ 

Steve, thoroughly confused by anyone being afraid of something so not scary, couldn't think of a thing to say. 
"Oh shut your fucking mouth, Harris," Bruce snarled 

"| didn't say anything! 


"No, but you fucking want to. | shouldn't have come, but if that thing had come back | think | would have lost 


my mind. As it is I'm still not sure | didn't piss myself” 

"If you did get off me bed" 

| hate you." 

"Yeah, | know. Rabbits, Bruce?" 

"Yes. Rabbits. Any kind." 

This time Steve chuckled. "Why the fuck are you afraid of rabbits? One twitch its nose at you?" 


"When | was about five, someone gave me a giant stuffed one and it sat in the corner of my room. | swear 

the fucking thing would watch me at night, Steve, waiting for me to fall asleep, and when | did it would creep 
closer to the bed. A few nights | woke up and it was right there, right next to the bed, and if | hadn't woken 
just then | know it would have dragged me under the bed and then..." 


Steve tried, he really did, but after living through the creatures and demons who tended to inhabit his dreams 
the thought of a killer rabbit was just too much and he fell over howling. Even the painful punches from 
Bruce's fists and his threats of dire retribution couldn't make him stop, and it was only when Bruce lunged to 
his feet and stomped toward the door that he managed to gather some control. 


"Hang onl" he sputtered, trying to get up and only making it to his feet after several attempts. “Bruce, hang on. 
Come on, after the fucked up things in my dreams you have to admit a rabbit seems pretty tame, y'know?" 


"Perhaps to you it does but..." Bruce's anger at Steve's casual dismissal of his fears was overriding the terror 
brought on by the nightmare. "Just because I'm not being pursued by the fucked up creatures that inhabit 
your dreams make mine no less frightening, Steve, and | would thank you not to belittle them like this." 

‘lm not belittling them. | just can't quite see why a fucking rabbit would scare you, but then again | didn't have 
one trying to drag me under me bed when | was a kid" He struggled to keep his lips from twitching. "Come on, 
you can stay here. I'll keep them away." 

| couldn't go back to sleep if | tried" 

"| could, so come on" 

Still grumbling, Bruce did, and despite his claim of not being able to sleep he was snoring within minutes, and 


after debating whether to smother him with a pillow to get him to quiet down Steve settled in behind him, 


falling back into slumber even through the rattling sounds from the man beside him. 

"So who do you think is sending them?" 

"I have no idea" Bruce squirmed in his seat, the conversation bringing back the nightmare and making him 
decidedly uncomfortable. "And really, | don't want to talk about it. If | get anything else, you can open it far 
from my line of sight and then dispose of the fucking thing," 

"That's not going to make it stop, Bruce." 

"| don't care. If | don't see them | don't think about them, and that's good enough for me." 

"Who knows you're afraid of them?" 

"Well," Bruce said, looking more than a little embarrassed, "I did mention it one time in an interview | did" 


Steve rolled his eyes. "Fucking brilliant. That only leaves every nutter who might be out there that read it" 


"You've made no secret of the fact that you're terrified of heights, nor do you like flying," Bruce shot back, 


scowling. 
"Yeah, but no one is sending me planes," Steve snickered. 
"Shut up, Harris. And have | mentioned lately that | hate you?" 


"Yeah," Steve said absently, his mind busy trying to figure out what kind of person would feed a fear for their 


entertainment. "It has to be someone close to us or..." He frowned, not liking where his mind was going. 


Suddenly Bruce was looking round at his bandmates and their crew with different eyes. "It would have to be," 
he breathed. "Nicko? No, | can't see it, he'd give himself away. Jan? | don't think he's the type. Dave? Again, not 
the type, and he'd never be able to keep from telling on himself. Adrian?" He studies the sleeping face of the 
guitarist. "He might be the one, but.." He stared as Steve abruptly unhooked his lapbelt and got to his feet. 


"Where are you going?" he hissed. 
"To have a piss." 


Bruce snorted, not moving his legs to make it easier for Steve to squeeze past him. "Must be a bloody 


emergency since normally we have to pry you out of that seat when we're in flight" 
"Yeah." Steve started down the aisle, his face set. 


Bruce, surprised to see him going toward the facility at the back of the plane, narrowed his eyes and decided 
he didn't care what the reason was. Instead, he went back to studying the faces of those around him, 
wondering which of them was his tormentor, and wondering just what he was going to do in retaliation when 


the culprit was identified. 


As soon as Steve was inside with the door locked he hissed a name. When nothing happened, he hissed it again, 
throwing in a few curse filled threats. A familiar smell filled the tiny space, and suddenly he was there, the 
two of them practically on top of one another in the limited room. 

It was probably the best thing that could have been for it didn't give him much space at all to swing. 

Why, Edward? 

"Why not?" 


| am sure that Steve is very angry, and when he tells Bruce he will be after your head 


The toothy grin he offered didn't show much concern for the possibility of that. "Yeah, | know. But it was 
funny. 


How did Steve figure it out? 


"Must have been when he thought about the one that appeared in Bruce's room. Close enough to deliver the 
packages, that could have been anyone. Getting one tossed on the stage, that limited it a bit more unless it 
was a fan But | got carried away and | forgot how twisted his mind is." 


Which is why he understands you as well as he does 

Eddie snickered. "It is." 

So how long are you banished for? 

"He didn't say but he said it best be a long fucking time before he sees my face." 

And you plan to follow his wishes? 

Eddie started to laugh, reaching down beside himself and grabbing something. "Not at all." 


Smiley sighed and shook his head as the replica of Ed Force One took off and circled above their heads. One 
day, Edward, he is really going to hurt you. 


Watching the plane as it rolled over and flew upside down, Ed didn't doubt that for a moment. Until then, 


however, he was just going to have fun. 


